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preface. 




SHE Irfje Piiory Printer long ago expressed 
to nic his wisti to jiiiblish a volume in 
which all the Wood Engravings that have 
been used at this Press riiight be produced 
together, with some poetical illustrations 
or notices of each. The avocations of the Editor, whose 
contributions would ha\e been so much more \'aluable 
than mine, being too numerous to permit him to give 
liis attention to an luidertaking, that, however desultory 
or e\en fri\'olous, was likely to involve much sacrifice of 
time, the Printer requested my assistance, which has by 
degrees supplied him i^'ilh the following trifles.— -Trifles 
I call tliem very sincerely, and only in that character 
introduce them to his Subscribers; and, even tlien, by 
no means as claiming kindred with those airy children 
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of fancy that sonicliiiics appear al the inc^ntalions of 
lyrical poels, and charm more by llieir lighlness and 
delicacy than the nobler spirits evoked by mightier ma- 
gicians. Gladly would I persuade myself, if I could, 
that even a few of mine partake of that graceful nature: 
but, after looking over them in their present dress, I 
consign llieni to their destiny with a sort of despair, for 
it is no longer in my jwwer to retard them. Like the 
dancing-master who has prepared pupils for the Ilidian 
stage, I see Uiem go forward with all the advantages 
of "scenery and decoration'* to favour their appear- 
ance; but I have not, like him, a flattering expecliition 
that their harmony and variety of movement will be 
found such as to entitle them to the i)raise of trifling 
with elegance. 

The embellishments in most books are secondary to 
the printed com]K)sition: in this, with very few excep- 
tions, the reverse is the fact. I will not deny that this ])e- 
culiarity has sometimes had the elFect of saving me the 
trouble of invention, but it has, at least as ofl;en, been 
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productive of embarrassment. It was not always easy 
to form well-adapted combinations from various and 
independent materials, nor always practicable to disci- 
pline the mind to the proper entertainment of subjects 
not of ray own choice. Nor is this remark made to 
predispose the reader in my favour, but to anticipate 
objections: all that I desire or expect is, that my part 
in the volume may pass without giving much discontent 
to its purchasers*; and that the main attraction of the 
work will l>e sought for in the Wood Engravings. 
Many of these were executed by the first artists, in their 
most spirited and finished manner, and the Printer is 
well known for his skill in working them off. 

If I cherished hopes of exciting any sentiment kinder 
than tolemtion for these verses, I certainly should not 
express them; still less should I be weak enough to sup- 
plicate for kindness. I am too well convinced of the 

* It is hardly necessary for me to say tliat the printer and his booksellers 
are the only persons to whom this work can convey any emolument, as to which 
I have no concern whatever, beyond what arises from my wbh to serve him. 



4 . . . 19rcfacc* 



. 



truth of Johnson's assertion, that the supplications of a 
writer never yet reprieved him one moment from obli- 
\ion. 

Much has been said of the vanity of authors. As- 
suredly the person who deliberately offers his produc- 
tions to the public must, in most instances, suppose that 
they are worthy of notice, and therefore arrogate some 
merit to himself, and as all pretensions to merit are re- 
ceived with jealousy, it is not wonderful that the vanity 
of authors should be a favourite topic of animadversion. 
But every man, let his affected humility be what it may, 
has vanity of some kind : and tliat is surely not the most 
disgraceful which springs from a love of letters, and is 
fostered by the desire, however beguiling, of literary 
distinction. 

Having made what few observations I intended with 
regard to the contents of this volume, may I here be 
permitted to say something on the subject of my other 
productions? By the publication of Monthermer and 
of the Sacrifice of Isabel, I long since laid myself open 
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to the charge of being a vain author, and what is still 
worse, an author in vain. I can only plead in extenu- 
ation of the confidence in my own abilities implied by 
the publication of the first of those poems, that youth is the 
season of rashness, and that it w as published when I was 
very young. I can already see how much 1 might have 
improved my chance of future reputation (for I once 
thought I had a chance), by laying aside those works 
till time should open my eyes to their faults, and enable 
me to correct them. Monthermer, more especially, 
was sent to the press too "precipitately . "How often,^' 
says the Author of Tales of the Hall " has youth been 
pleaded for deficiencies or redundancies, for the existence 
of which youth may be aji excuse, and yet be none for 
their exposure.^' With great deference to such autho- 
rity, I cannot but consider this inference quite wrong. 
If youth be an excuse for writing incorrectly, it surely is 
also an excuse for publishing inconsiderately. The same 
inexperience that causes the first error superadds the 



6... J^cface. 



second, and when the plea of youth is received in exte- 
nuation of the one, on what possible ground can it be 
rejected in palliation of the other? 

In our courts of justice the misconduct of the young 
is in general visited with mitigated penalty; and the 
spendthrift, if a minor, is not made responsil^le by law 
for his extravagancies. The offender, as he grows older, 
if his heart is not quite callous, becomes more and more 
sensible of the tenderness that was shown him, and ab- 
stains from the repetition of offence: and the prodigal, 
when time has improved his judgment, as well as put 
him in possession of his inheritance, not only calls in his 
debts as a point of honour, but remembers that he is still 
under obligation to society for the benevolent indulgence 
that protected him in his days of folly, and turns his 
mind with quickened zeal to useful and respectable ex- 
ertion. So, I would say, at the bar of literature, juve- 
nile offences against taste should be mildly judged; and 
their recurrence would be more effectually checked by 
temperate remonstrance, than by malicious severity or 
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outrageous reproach : and so too, would I hope, the ex- 
travagancies of thought and diction in the compositions 
of a young author should not subject him to be dogged 
by the common bailiffs of criticism, or to have his faculties 
imprisoned, with Ridicule for their jailor. It may be said 
that none but those whose faults in composition are 
balanced by many excellencies can be entitled to such 
lenity, I do not pray mercy for presumptuous stupidity: 
but, in all cases, forbearance is at least more generous, 
and, I should think, not less beneficial, than coarse abuse 
and vulgar brutality. 

As to myself, some kind encouragers no doubt will 
tell me that mine was vanity indeed, and that I mistook 
my calling when I strove to be admitted among the ser- 
vants of the Muses. It may be so: no error is more 
common. But, even thus, it is a harmless mistake, and 
one which has afforded me so much happiness that I could 
not easily be persuaded to regret it. Criticism can in- 
deed convince me that my powers are very limited, and 
can repress all idle aspirations after fame; but it cannot 



ii 



8 . . . ]^efacc. 



subdue the enthusiastic fondness with which from my 
childhood I have cultivated poetry. Whether the Muse 
for whom I have attempted to raise up flowers be one of 
the inspired Sisters, or a deluding Spirit of my own cre- 
ation, and whether I have made my garden in the genial 
soil, or on ground remote from the sacred spring, the 
employment has not been unrewarded. It has often 
given a livelier and more healthy impulse to enjoyment, 
and still more frequently been a consolation in those 
many hours of trouble from which the most fortunate 
are not exempt. 

As to "the dew of praise,'' I confess that little has 
fallen on the objects of my labour, except from private, 
and most frequently partial, sources. I owe but few 
thanks to Reviewers, and have long ceased to look to 
them for any thing but censure; I ought not however, 
individually to complain ; for it has pleased them in their 
wisdom to decide that no soldier can write common sense. 
Who shall dare to distrust the oracles of Apollo? A 
Critic in an Edinburgh Magazine, a very paragon of 
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Critics, has gone so far as to denounce vengeance against 
every soldier , whether horse^ foot^ or dragoon^ who shall 
presume to tvrite^ prints and publish a hook. There are 
other heroes besides the children of Mars; and one can- 
not but concede the palm of heroism to this intrepid 
priest of the Muses, who thus posts himself at the porch 
of their temple, and, with more than the spirit of Leo- 
nidas, guards the pass with a wand of ebony alone, against 
hosts of barbarians in arms. * 
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* See a Review of Dunluce Castle in Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine 
for an early month of 1819. I forget which. 1 did not see it for some months 
after its appearance, and I have since thought it unnecessary to make any 
reply, though I believe myself to be in possession of the name and character 
of the gentleman to whom belongs the honour of that elaborate performance. 
However, as Dunluce Cattle is one of the works printed at this Press, it may 
be as well to introduce the subject here. The poem was written when 1 was 
a boy, after a first visit to Ireland, and it was printed, as the subscribers to 
this press know, nearly six years since. I was then in the south of France, 
and it was by the partiality of the Editor that it appeared. He was well 
aware that it was far from being worthy of the compliment which he paid' to 
it ; and was not blind to its exaggerated descriptions, nor to its redundance and 
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I am tiK) ortliodox U) question the infallibility of re- 
viewers; otherwise th(* authority of Horace, strengthened 
by the history of poets of all limes, might tempt me to 
suspect that no person can become a true poet who was 
not born with a mind poetically constituted, and that 
the adventitious circumstances of life can no more des- 
troy than they can create the j)owers of imagination. 
I might then grow bolder, and believe that if any par- 
ticular profession could be more favourable than another 
to the exercise of poetical faculties, that of a soldier 
might fairly be considered so. Let his attention to his 
military duties be ever so exact, he will still have much 
leisure at his disposal. He is necessarily a visitor of 

inaceumcy of language ^ but being a man always more ready to discover good 
than to dwell on faults, he was tempted to believe, or to hope, that it was not 
without some recommendations, and so gave it into the hands of the printer. 
I had long congratulated myself on the restricted circulation which it must 
have, issuing from a private press, and had hoped that it was quietly drown- 
ing in oblivion, when the above-mentioned Critic was so kind as to snatch it 
from the gulf, and, in a tone of characteristic candour, to announce its merits 
to the world as a new and admirable proiluction. 
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many countries, in which the endless variety of manners 
and customs are continually soliciting his observation. 
He beholds the grandest and the fairest objects in na- 
ture, and often under romantic circumstances and with 
picturesque additions, that augment the interest excited 
by their magnificence and beauty. The follower of the 
chase, who has noble opportunities of admiring the 
charms of rural objects, which, in his keenness for his 
sport he usually disregards, yet does not visit spots so 
much out of the track of ordinary travellers, as he who 
serves in a campaign. The tent of the Soldier is oftx^n 
pitched amidst the wildest and the least frequented re- 
cesses; on the difficult mountain's side, or in the narrow 
rocky glen, visited by the mountain torrents. He |x?ne- 
trates into woods whose gloomy depths look like primeval 
solitudes; he witnesses the shock of battles, and after- 
wards contemplates the desolation they have caused; 
and death is constantlv before him in ever\' awful and 
fearful shape. His life is an irregular but active drama, 
in which the scene is incessantly changing; and, if nature 
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has made him a poet, these changes instead of bewilder- 
ing his mind and perplexing his judgment, might be 
supposed to have quite a contrary effect, by familiar- 
izing him with striking objects, and suggesting corres- 
pondent thoughts. If military biography furnishes us 
with few names of poetical celebrity, it is not because a 
soldier's profession precludes him from being a poet, but 
because genuine poets very rarely appear in any pro- 
fession, or among any condition of men. 

What I have here ventured to say with respect to 
the poetical advantages of a military life, is of course 
spoken generally, and not in relation to myself, or to 
any pretensions of mine. I have seen very little of 
" service,*' and no more lay claim to the laurel than 
to the bays. I have hazarded these remarks, not only 
because it has been the custom, .as unjust as dis- 
courteous, of many periodical writers, to shew decided 
hostility to every military author, unless of a military 
book ; but because, in more instances than one, occa- 
sion has been taken, in pretended reviews of my com- 
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positions, to throw out the most absurd and sweeping 
sarcasms on the literary (jualifications of military men. 
AH for which I would contend on my own part is, that 
if my productions be devoid of merit, my profession has 
nothing whatever to do with the deficiency; and all that 
I would claim for myself is, that if they possess any re- 
deemhig (jualities, notwithstanding all their faults, I may 
not be deprived of the benefit of them because I am a 
soldier, not an author by profession, and have but little 
persouiJ comnmnication with Booksellers, and no ac- 
quaintance whatever with Reviewers. 

. I know the tone which is likely to be adopted in 
reply to these observations; and some of my brother 
soldiers will tell me that I have not acted like a wily 
partisiui, but rashly entered the enemy's territory, ex- 
posed to ambushes on every side. This, however, is not 
exactly the case. I have not advanced without pre- 
viously making myself acquainted, in some degree at 
least, with the nature of the ground, and the strength 
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of the adversary; and as to the Individual to whom 
some of my remarks are more particularly pointed, I 
must be bold enough Ut say that I have hopes of being 
able, in cise of necessity, to prove myself a match for 
so fomiidable an antagonist*, mthout resorting either 
to his ribaldry or his lietion. 

Edwari* Qdillinan. 

» See " Peter's Letters to his Kinsfolk." 
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Spiarr of Heaven, immortal Child, 
On whom Ihe great Creator smiled, 

Before the date of time ! 
When Man's new race was call'd to hirth, 
He hade thee seek the sons of earth, 

And teach the thought sublime. 

But ah, to few of all the race 
Was granted the surpassing graoe, 

To know the heaven-begot: 
Save those, the warm of heart and mind, 
The rest beheld thee, and were blind; 

They heard, and own'd thee not. 
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Or if, when Pride so high aspires, 
Thy Torch some subtile Spirit fires 

In Rank or Fortune's throng, 
How shines the Ore, how beams the Crest, 
In the majestic splendor drcst 

Of Genius and of Song! 

O many a Soul of feeble power 
Oft dares, in hope's delusive hour, 

To linger o'er that Torch: — 
Alas! 'tis an enchanted light; 
It's flames ascend with Souls of might: 

The Weak they vainly scorch. 

Yet e'en the Weak may not despair: 
Thou canst not quite reject the prayer 

Of Him that loves Thee well: 
His hand whose skill thy Harp disowns 
May sometimes wake imperfect tones 

From Love or Pity's Shell. 
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Oft from his couch of cloudier dreams 
He springs with dawn's congenial gleams 

To drink the youthful air ; 
And, wandering through the twilight dews, 
In some lone spot he meets thee, Muse, 

And then forgets his care. 

Where virgin roses chastely blush. 
While solemn-sounding waters rush 

To kiss thy buskin'd feet, 
Luird with the fragrance and the sound, 
He finds thee wrapt in thought profound, 
'^^ On some romantic seat. 

He knows thee by thine eye inspired, 
And by thy stedfast brow, attired 

In myrtle's lyric crown, 
And by thy wings of stainless white. 
That seem prepared for upward flight. 

To waft him to renown. 



^- 




So &Iio. 



And bj that CbaeroDean jast* 

To whom didst thou the scales intrust 

Where fame** true weight is tried : 
Oft, while the deeds of heroes ponderiog, 
Uomored he saw the Graces waoderiog 

Bj old Cephisut* side. 

Thj name with ancient Greece was Glorj ! 
Thy first disciples traced her story 

In characters of flame; 
And for the splendour thus confer'd. 
Well did she choose a golden word, 

A Halo for thy name. 

But not that fiirour'd land alone 
Distinguish'd by thy presence shone 

And paid Thee honour dnei 
Amidst tby laurel-girded hair 
Glow gems of Latian tribute, rare 

As Greece presents to view. 
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There Caesar's shines : and brighter yet. 
Though by too frail a votary set 

On thy averted brow. 
There beams the gem that Sallutt gave : 
O how could Pleasure's willing slave 

So pure an offering vow! 

Though Horace strung the' Alcaic Lyre, 
Though Virgil breatb'd Mconian fire, 

Tet Rome's Augustan Age 
Scarce owes it's lustre more to Them 
Than to thy rich historic gem, 

The gift of Padua's Sage.^ 

He too by virtuous Pliny loved, i 
And in imperial courts approved. 

Though Flattery's foe profest. 
He with no vulgar hand repaid 
Thy grace that to his eye display'd 

The secret human breast. 



These, with that wreath of green combining. 
And with a chasten'd radiance shining. 

Compose thine antique crown: 
O teach us by their blended light 
To see the hearts of others right, 

And thence correct our own. 



* Pluurch. 
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Wbtre the Nymphi and tlir Dryadi embdliih'd tbc ui 

No Lady afpcat'A of bo lofty a. port, 

A> ihc itood, likg Disua, la midit of Ibe Green. 

O nbcD wu mure iwcct > young bl«Niin tTU»plaalt<! 
Thui SudeU; lent forth in b palmcs to ibineP 
O whirrr was Ibc Lndy whoie beauty enchanted 
Like llle nnughU't of Bridget, Ihe Pride of the Vine? 
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Wild HlilDiy thy Forchtlitti' tame ditpliyi, j 
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With bim ItaF bubfu] Mluc lia> mugbt; 
WhcK, vfiVd behind llic Icufy Mreen, 



bi'fc BardB, rlutoruini, Sugci liii 
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The pnlie nf imiiiljof congeal'd, 

O wIjd, iwcet Lei, would chuoge for tlii 

The cbariD tbat Lijce and Friendihip yi 



For when wu plcMure OMlloycd.' 
WliUc IHty mourns the fDiUhful friend, 
The Mullier'a gemod hope deitroved. 



I TbBt here he left hi> Utcit Iracn, 
; Should Memor]' round Xhy prctini 



.HJmitdto a yeuiig Friend, an admirer af aa /lalian Lailif. 



OY! wouldst ihou bare thy suit prevail? 
Go lead tliy heart's enchantress o'er 
The woody steeps of Avondale 
That guard llie stream of Avonmore. 
Howe'er her partial mind poartray 
The graces of her Bard's Vaucluse, 
She'll there as charmed haunts survey 
Ail ever suoth'd the Tuscan Muse. 




For there from every zephyr's wing 

A fairy spirit gently calls. 

And there the waters wildly sing, 

And there a mimic Sorga falls. 

Tlirough Arklow's woodlands proudly sweep, 

And Aghrim boasts its golden ore; 

Though wild is Cronroe'a rocky steep, 

And wilder yet is lone denmore; 
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Though Vartrey lightly bounding goes^ 
As coy yet playful childhood strays; 
Though sweet Avoca sweeter flows 
Since young Catullus sung its praise ; 
Let lovers roam o'er hill and vale^ 
Yet never shall their eyes explore 
A fairer glen than Avondale, 
A lovelier stream than Avonmore. 

Then warmly while thy lips repeat 
The liquid verse she loves so well 
Be sure her heart will kindly beat^ 
Be sure her breast will softly swell. 
Dull must the lover be to fail^ 
Or else a frozen nymph implore^ 
Among the groves of Avondale, 
Beside the stream of Avonmore. 
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HEN, passing greener vallies by, 
:S»int Keivin chose lib last retreat, 
V'iile of the Monk, no vulgar eye 
Found Glendaloch Religion's Seat. 



For tliere the stem Enthusiast saw 
The frowning wilderness he sought, 
Hills that chastised the soul with awe. 
Shades pregnant with celestial thought. 

Hearts from the world he thither drew; 
And temples in the desart rose; 
And, as on Gideon's fleece the dew. 
Sunk on those hearts that blest repose. 
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Even yet^ amidst thy mellow gloom 
Death, the presiding Genius, reigns; 
He sits on Kingly Thuhal's tomb, 
Or stalks among thy shattered fanes. 

More charm to nurse vain dreams of bliss 
Though sweet Ovoca's banks supply. 
Earth has no fitter space than this 
For Sage to muse, or Saint to die. 

Ah what should gayer bowers avail? 
Young dreamer, turn to Kelvin's rock; 
'Twere sweet to live in Avondale, 
But good to die in Glendaloch ! 
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HERE is a pensive sweetness on her cheek, 
And in her eye a melancholy lustre; 
Complaining of the living snakes that cluster 
Among her golden tresses. How, to wreak 
Such vengeance on the lovely and the weak, 
Could the Parthenian Goddess, for her shrine 
Profaned, forget that mercy was divine ? 
Fair Victim ! I know One as fair as thou. 

Whose foot like thine at Wisdom's Altar stumbled. 
And who, forsaken and forgotten now. 
In spirit broken as in beauty humbled, 

Feels shame's keen vipers on her aching brow, 
While they whose ears are shut to misery's groan 
View the poor Wretch with eyes and hearts of stone. 
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gEAUTIFUL Maniac of the locks enchanted, 
Whose golden net enslaved the lord of ocean ! 
Is this the end of all his false devotion) 
Is this the crown upon thy temples planted 
By him whose busum for thy beauty panted ? 
"Alas! frail Woman yields to soft emotion; " 
And love beguiles her with some airy notion j 
And then the tempter's fatal suit is granted: 

And then away are winged the days of gladness 
With him who sipped the nectar of her breath; 
And then succeed the pains of guilt and sadness ; 
Love's flowery braid becomes a snaky wreath^ 
And then the serpents hiss her into madness. 
Thus pleasure's garland turns a crown of death. 



^^ - 111 ar^Tf^^Wf' 



SONNET III. 




^Ell forni was like a Gtace of Parian marble; 
Her step was stately like tlic walk of Dian ; 
Her song excelled the Thracian nightbird's warble ; 
;!>lie woke the lyre's enchantment like Amphion, 
Or liim whose music tamed the pard and lion; 
Her eye was bright as the divinest star 
That sparkles on the sword of stem Orion, 
But like Aurora's when her summer car 

Bore that beloved one to the floating isle, 
It lit with orient warmth her conscious smite. 
• Should she not have some crystal dome in mr, 

Where earth might worship her, yet not defile? 
4 Beauty! behold the palace of the Fair — 
She feasts the worms in yon sepulchral pile. » 
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^E'l' us go to some place of rest, my Soul ! 
3^ Why do we linger here? 

Where the niglit-mnds pant, and the dull waves roll, 

And tlie sound and sight are drear, 
It will suit the worn spirit best, my Soul; 
Then why should we linger here? 
What avail the gay notes and light foot of young Pleasure 
When the heart's not in tune to keep time with the measure? 

\ot for Us is the festive hall, mj Soul ! 

Its groups like s[)ectres grin; 
And Music and Dance, as the death-bells toll 

In the ear of the child of sin, 
Even thus on my heart they fall, my Soul, 
And jar on the strings within. 
When the heart's out of tune, oh how harsh seems the measure 
To which giddy groups whirl in the circle of Pleasure ! 



;.-^- J 
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BHERE tlie wild-daisy springs, tlitre all fresh from his 
flight 
And all blithi; as he sinjjs, vvill the glad Lark alight ; 
Where the starry tuft bto.ssomitig hides his young nest. 
There his soflly-deseeiidiiit' winp loves the buds Ijesl . 

"Where afar in the tlioniy vale sweet-briers swell. 
There Ihf Nightingale ehaunts his full roundelay well ; 
'Tis to sooth his love's vernal choice, hush'd in repose. 
That lie pours forth his mellow voice from the wild-rose. ■ 

As that wild-daisy lovely art Thou, my young Bride, 
Thou art sweet as this wild-rose all new in its pride! 
Thou art Tluit without speck ; thou art T7ii« without thorn ; 
And thy bosom is pure as their dew in the mom ! 

Not so dear is his nest to the Larfc from on high. 
Nor the glance of his mate to the Nightingale's eye, 
As thy smile is to me through the cloud of my cares; 
And the song sung to thee should be sweeter than their's! 

Though the skill is denied to tune melody's string. 
Thus the will, my young Bride, to thy beauty would sing; 
'Because my soul's pleasure is all where thou art} 
For wherever the treasure is there is the heart. •■ 



— «-*o*«- — 
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HERE'S a green sunny isle on the depths of Lough-Miisk, 
Where the SEmd-snifiea all joy on the pebbled shore bask ; 
\^here from rocks aing the Whilelhroals eochautingly 

To appeuse the chafed billows that fret at their feel. 



There nre shades in that isle to veil lnvere' kind glnncesj 
There's n greyii in the midst for eacli light font that dances : 
Thitlier thtn let the oare dash the shallop along; 
For we'll there give the morning to dance and to song. 

Let the mountains send down their fair damsels to-day j 
Liet the boats fraught with niusic too follow away ; 
We'll debark on that isle with the mountains' fair dnugfaters ; 
But the music shall come stealing over the waters. 

To the witch-time of twilight well dance and well sing, 
Till the dew-slippered fairies come claiming the ring^ 
Then thy harp, my sweet Bride, shall their angry spell break, 
And shall win Thee the love of those t)fs of the lake. 



There's an octagon temple on that sunny isle. 

Where the wine in cold cujo of roek-eryslal shall smile; 

There those fairies shall join in the feast of the gay. 

And shall pledge Thee, my firirle, the young Queen of the May. 



Jtote0* 



mt to tfft Mmxic i)ftuj$e. 

By Hiitory't Prince and Father. Herodotus is so called by Cicero. 

fVept with a young enthwiasfs spirit. Thucydides shed tears on hearing He- 
rodotus read his Hbtory at the Olympic Games. 

H'orthy of Socrates, Xenophon was one of the Philosopher's pupils. 

jind by that Charonean just. The general impartiality, as well as the skill 
and judgment, of Plutarch in weighing the characters of illustrious men is, 
I believe, sufficiently established ; though some writers have accused him 
of giving too much preponderance to the Greeks. His style is not consi- 
dered so remarkable for elegance as for precision and force, and he is there- 
fore here represented as paying little attention to the Graces, whom, it is 
fair to assume, he must have met on the banks of their favourite river the 

Cephisus, as it flowed by Chsronea, the Historian's native city. 

■ 

Thy name with ancient Greece was Glory, Cleos. 

The gift of Padua's Sage. Livy. 

He too by virtuous Pliny loved. The friendship of Tacitus and the younger 
Pliny was the admiration of Rome 3 and that Historian, though the declared 
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and sincere enemy of flattery, was not only a fovourite of Vespasian, but 
was patronised even by Domitian. 

These, tcith a chastened radiance shining, 

Compose thine antique crown. 

As the offerings of the most illus- 
trious ancient historians. 



jD^gmn to Nature^ 

Where the meek disburthen*d beast 

Crops at eve his prickly /edit. 

The necessity of addressing my attention to 

such subjects as the Woodcuts afforded me has, it will be observed, led me 

into this goodly company. This species of animal however, was not quite 

new to me before. Witness my thorough-bred Reviewer in Blackwood's 

Magazine. I do not expect this observation to wound him, as it is shewn 

in the above couplet that asses have the faculty of eating tliistles unhurt. 



>i#»#«0^<»» 



^ong* d^e goung CKIeaner^ 

fan softly, I pray thee, thou gale of the west, 

** Flow gently^ tweet Afton, among tby green braet. 
Flow gently, V\\ tiog thee a song in thy praise. 
My Mary*f asleep by thy mnrmoring itream, 
Flow gently, tweet Afton, disturb not her dream !*' 

Arxoif Watik. 
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©ire* €f)t yiic^tmaxt. 

I should have been glad if this and some other subjects had exercised the 
powers of that mercurial old gentleman^ George Colman the Younger. This 
parody of mine is a sin against good taste -, and I insert the original Ode by 
way of atonement to the offended manes of the most delightful of English 
lyrical Poets. 

Huw sleep the Brave who sink to rest 
By all their couDtry'f wishes blest! 
WheD Spring, with dewy fingers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 
She there shall dress a tweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung; 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 



^ ^^^*^^«»l^^^«#<^^» ^»^^«»>^»^ ^ ^ ^^'^0' 



These lines^ which were really suggested by the nig^^-errantry of a very fair 
and very eccentric young Lady^ have put on^ almost against my own will^ 
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the perilous form of the blank ode. That my admiration of that exquisite 
evening hymn of the Poet, for whom ''the pensive pleasures sweet prepared 
the shadowy car/* tempted them to take this shape I will not deny, but I 
should be sorry to be suspected of the idle vanity of having hoped to catch 
the tone of CoUins's enchanting production. 

Scui Autonoe*i hapless hunter. Actson, whose fate is said to have accelerated 
the death of his mother Autonoe. 

Troy's pale propheteu. Cassandra. 

The rocky Isles, Sirenuss, the supposed abodes of the Sirens. 



^«^^^^ »»»^«i» ^^i^^i»^i» 



0nt to Smaginatton* 

The Theban urged his darmg flight, Pindar. 



dFairs^CTatcj^ing^ 

This chase after happiness, or whatever else the reader may choose to make it, 
will seem to have but slight connexion with the Woodcut to which it is 
appended ^ and it will indeed require good eyes to discover the little grass- 
hopping non-descript that gives so much trouble to the hunters. I recom- 
mend the Critics to put on their spectacles. 
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€bt InUr anir tj^e Angler. 



And wonders much, as much he may, 

" And much I ruminate, as much I may." Cowper. 



This Lady was daughter of Edmund Bridges^ second Lord Chandos, and 
wife of William Lord Sandys of the Vine. She is celebrated by the po*t 
Gascoigne as the handsomest lady of the Courts though there was a scar 
upon her forehead. 

And who, by the conquest of loveliness, there 

From the haughty queen turned her proud favourite* s vow? 

Lord Essex '' fell in love" 
with a fair Bridges^ on whom his admiration drew down the displeasure, 
and, court-scandal adds, the fist of his royal mistress. But this was not the 
lady. It was more probably a daughter or niece of the third Lord Chandos. 
I did not observe the mistake in time for alteration. In the text the mas- 
culine word Monarch is unluckily applied to the Queen. Perhaps, however, 
if the lady above mentioned could be consulted, she would vindicate the 
solecism by assuring us that the weight of the Queen's hand was of no 
maidenly character. Poor Lord Essex too might have given an opinion 
on this subject, as he also, if history have not put an unjust affront on him, 
had good reason to be sensible of Her Majesty's pugilbtic qualifications. 
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The Lion of the sacred hill 

And he that atced Nenued's tcood. 

The Lions of Mount Cithaeron and of 
Nemsea, destroyed by Hercules. 

And That tf^e Muse*i olive crushed. The accounts of the club of Hercules are 
various. By some it b said to have been the |pft of Vulcan, -and made of 
brass; while the more general opinion is tliat it ^-as of oak, and cut by Her- 
cules himself in the Nemaeau forest. But the most pleasing account is that 
which represents it to have been of olive, and found by the hero on Mount 
Helicon. 

The terror of Etolian plai$u. The Calydonian Boar, destroyed by Meleager 
and the neighbouring princes. 

Cre(e*s sea-bom dread. The wild Bull of Crete, first caught by Hercules, 
and presented to Eurysthcus, by whose order it was set at large. It was 
again taken alive by Theseus, who exhibited it through the streets of Athens 
previously to its being sacrificed to Minerva. 

A Lion to a woman*s prayer 

His ckttcs was tempted to resign. 

In the well-known &ble. — The Reviewer 

before alluded to has here an opportunity of displaying his wit about a 

grand Menagerie, &c. &c. As I have already classified him, I catmot reply 

that he is a Calydonian Boar*. 

* Query. C^edoaiaa Bore ? Printer. 
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Wbt Eaptoingt t]^e iBlal^ anir tl^e Xtgl^tingaU. 

The Designer was not, I suppose, conscious of the absurdity of placing these 
three birds on the same bough. The Lapwing, in particular, has no busi- 
ness here, for it is a binl wliich always lights upon the ground, and never, 
I believe, was seen on a tree. But the Artist may perhaps be forgiven^ 
when it is remembered that Virgil has fallen into a similar mistake, by 
making the nightingale, which always frequents low close thickets^ sing 
from a poplar-tree.— While I am on this subject, I wish to take the oppor- 
tunity in good time of preventing the charge, which may otherwise be 
brought against me, of liaving stolen from a golden treasury, and unskil- 
fully alloyed and debased the coin, by converting Mr. Wordsworth's descrip- 
tion of the Nightingale to my own use. Some of these things have been 
long written and printed, and this is onej and it was only very recently 
that, in a miscellany entitled " British Melodies," I saw Mr. Wordsworth's 
beautiful verses on the Nightingale; for the first time, with shame be it 
spoken, not having seen that edition of poems in which I am told they first 
appeared some years since. 

And hark, tbv NightiDgale begins its song; 

'* Most musical, most melancholy" Bird! 

A mt-lanclioly Bird ? O idle thought ! 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 

But some night- wandering man whose heart was pierced* 



.»^ 0^0^.0 ^ ^* ^*»».^^<»^-»*''»* ^*-^^*»-»»''»'»-'» ^ ■^»-»* •»* ■^^ ■»*--»^-»^-** •»'»^s^ ■^^■^^■^^•* 



* Not Milton I hope. 
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With the remembrance of tome grievoas wroi^y 

Or flow distemper, or neglected k>ve, 

(And so, poor wretch, filled all things with himself. 

And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 

Of his own sorrows) he and such as he 

First named these notes a melancholy strain : 

And many a poet echoes the conceit; 

Poet who hath bien building np the rhyme 

When he had better far have stretched his limbs 

Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell 

By sun or moon-light, to the influxes 

Of shapes and sounds and shifting element* 

Surrendering his whole spirit, of his tong 

And of his fame forgetful ! so his fame 

Should share in nature's immortality, 

A Tenerable thing! and so his song 

Should make all nature lorelier, and itself 

Be loved like nature ! But 'twill not be so. 

And youths and maidens most poetical 

Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring 

In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 

Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs 

O'er Philomela's pity-pleading strains. 

My Friend, and my Friend's Sister ! we have learnt 

A different lore : we may not thus profisne 

Nature's sweet voices always full of love 

And joyauce ! 'tis the merry Nightingale 

That crowds and hurries and precipitates 

With fa»t thick warble his delicious notes. 

As he were fearful that an April night 

Would be too short for him to utter forth 

His love*chant, and dbburthen his full soul 
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QfallilisBk! A»d I Vdcv a |7ott 
Of lupe crtcBt, hard br a casik hope, 
Wbkk tlie CRtt \crd xnhibixs ik< : «&d to 
TLit rrcme i* vild ^ih tutc^ixu: uDdcrmwid, 
And the trm vmlk» «re bix4ea np, and pw* 
This CTBM and kinctxtpt erw mithin tbe paths. 
Bet DCTcr ciarvh«rv ia ooc place I knew 
So mauT Ni§:htiB^ak» : and £tf a&d Dcar 
In wood azMS thidct orrr the vide i^wre 
Tber answer, and pivft4e e.ach ether's soDfrs 
With »l.un:i»b and caprkioa* fNuaapnf^, 
And mnrmcrft tscsical and swift jiu; iu^. 
And one k>w pipine aoond mon swet than all. 



■ 

♦ 1 

I 

I 



Long as this quoution is, I shall be panloncd for introducing the 



Boat rrntle Maid 
Who dwellcth in her hospitable home 
Hard by the castle, and at latest ere 
(Even like a lady rowed and dedicate 
To sonethini: more than natnrr in tbe grore) 
Glides thrcNuii tbe pathway*; she knows all their 
That gentle Maid ! and oft, a moment's space, 
What time tbe moon was lost behind a cloud. 
Hath heard a paose oi silence : till the Moon 
Emergincy hatb awakened earth and sky 
With one sensation, and those wakefol Birds 
Hare all bant forth with choral minstrelsy, 
j£t if%me quick amd sudden gmle had svept 
A» kmmdred airy harps' and she hath watched 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
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On blouny twig ttiU swinging from the breesvy 
And to that motion tone his wanton soi^, 
Like iipty jinf that reels with tossing head! 

Mr. Payne Knight in his Essay on Taste, has also remarked on the common 
error of ascribing melancholy to the notes of the Nightingale^ and justly 
observed that birds are mute in grief, and sing only when they are happy. 



There too the* imperial Dame with Barons girt, 
Relaxed ai welcome's voice her lion-port, 

*' Girt with manj a Bavn bold, 

• • • • 

In the midtt a form divine ! 

Her lioo-port, her awe-comaanding face 

Attcmper'd sweet ttf virgin grace." 

ThsBabd* 

Sudeley Castle, which was long in possession of the ancestors of the 
Editor of this Press, for which reason these stanzas are addressed to him, was 
one of the Noblemen*s seats visited by Queen Elizabeth in her Progresses. 

The splendor and munificence of Grey, the fifth Lord Chandos, were 
such as to obtain for him the popular denomination of King of Cotswold. 



Ir 
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Thai bloomed in Denton's vale, and frott€m'i snlcan ilopei. 

The poet Gnj, who 
was for §ome time a risitor at Denton while it was in the occupation of his 
friend the Rer. >ir. Robinson, speaks with pleasure in his letters of the 
retired little ^-aller aad its g;rBeo meadows. The place belongs to the Editor, 
and Wocton Court, wbich is jost above it, was his Inrth-place. 



So imooih snppleintcT IcmUj claimed tky $hare. " But he (Lsau) said again : 

Rigfathr is his name called Jacuh," that is a supplanier, " t(3T be hath sop- 
planted me, lo, this second time. " 

no more the Ltdian Uream 

Detoktt in its old bed tke golden tide. 

This aUosioo to PMtolfis, (not, per- 
haps, an allowable one) refers to the following passage in the Advertise' 
ment to " Speedies delivered to Qoeeo Elizabeth at Sndelej Castle." 
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Brylfcs, tte ftiit^ Lord ClnadM, left '^odciey, aaoo; bis <4&er csUtn, to k» 
viie, Jaae, <Uaf&ttr ^ J'^ci N^nxe, Lui BJTm, vbo ckmtd it to her ImI 
Mr. Rtt. Ihit stream ol iDbrtnUiKC in tbc CbMkda» tuuly m tbw 
Ukd eraeilj dntru< \u*ui uy^.b^r cLaiiacL After a eentnrj aad » kalf, 
ui A loo^ drcaii t&rmrb it* arv c Mnc, it ai^aia tjpffuiiatiTiii, Uhd «** oa tkc 
«f Msac brvnrkit ^Acfc Irj a fietf csertJMi ioto it* «M liae, 
afkia ^ircrtfed i*., pcrtiafA Hot cvtr.'* 



dkm &«< Creofiirej of O/meitn' 9 jnited. When a ladv of Campania 

an oftentaaoBi dtsplaj of her jewels in a visit to the daa^tcr of 
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AfricanuB^ and requested her to produce her own^ the Roman matron pre- 
sented her children^ and '' These/* said she ^' are the jewels of which I 
boast." 

" Pointing to incb, weU might Cornelia taj, 

When the rich casket ihone in bright array. 

These arc mj jewels." 

Rogers* t Hwman Life, 



Thb subject was evidently designed after the subsequent passage in Shakspeare. 

" O God, methinks it were a happj life 

To be no better than a homelj swain : 

To sit opon a hill, as I do now; 

To earre ont Dials qoaintlj, point by point. 

Thereby to see the minutes how they mn, &c. 

Gives not the hawthorn bosh a sweeter shade 
To thepherds, looking on their silly sheep. 
Than doth a rich embroidered canopy 
To kings, that fear their subgects treachery ?" 

Henry VL Pwrt III. 



Now 13 



This was^ I suppose^ drawn after Thomson's Celadon and Amelia. Indeed 
several of the Designs are taken from passages in various Authors^ which 
are no doubt familiar to the reader. 



^ong^ ^uptti and 3$acc]^u{f« 

Till her marble breast heaved like the life-waken'd Idol 

Of the Sculptor of Cyprus. Pygmalion, the Sta- 

tuary, disgusted with the profligacy of the women of Amathus, determined 
not to marry. But he afterwards became so enamoured of a beautiful Sta- 
tue which he made, that Venus, at his prayer, inspired it with animation : 
and the work of his own hands became his wife. Ovid says that the Statue 
was made of Ivory. 

Interea niTetun mira feliciter arte 

Sculpsit ebur, formamque dcdit, qua femina nasci 

Nulla potest ; operisque sui concepit arnorem. 

• • • • 

Saepe manas open tentantet admovct, an sit 
Coq>us, an illud ebur : nee ebur tamcn esse fatetur. 



dFaretoell to Eee ^^torg. 

This Poem, without the Woodcuts, has been printed in the Rev. F. Dibdin*s 

Decameron. 
While Pity mourns the youthful friend, Edward William George Brydges, 

who died at Lee Priory on the 13th of June, 1816, in his sixteenth year. 




The Smt of Mr. I'arncll Hayes, in the County of Wicklow. It lies between 
Rallidrum mid the Meeting of the Waters. 

Though Arklov't mooiUamU proiuily tweep. 
And .l/ihrim boastt ilr golden oTt} 
Thou/fh icitil is f.'ronrnc'i rocky slr^, 
Ami viUler yet \i lone Gcnmore. 

These are all places of attraction i 

Wicfclow. Glcnmore is usually called the Devil's Glen, The small r 

Vartrey rans through it- 



e young Catullut ning ila praise. 



yiion)' (atulluf u( hi> lUf ." 



^t VsdUs of tt)t 9cben fEWutfts. 



Glendalongh, or the Vnlley of ilie Two Lakes. 
<ilanda/uf ^. A tradition relaied of Saint Kdvii 
of oue of Mr. Moore's Songs. 

" By 1b>l UVe nbotc gluumy ihu 
Shjbik utm vatlilcd o'rr." 



Pronounced almost like 
in ihis vale b the subject 




Wow, 
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bonnet I*===iWelrttj8a* 

Though the most ancient monuments exhibit Medusa with the distorted and 
dreadful features commonly ascribed to her by the Poets, later Artists, and 
particularly the Lithogra[)hers have delighted to represent her not only 
with that fatal loveliness which captivated ** the stern God of Sea/' but 
with traits of additional interest suggested by the pe<:uliarity of her punish- 
ment. Sometimes she appears only with an expression of mild though 
deep dejection on finding the serpents in her l)eautiful hair : often with all 
the wildness of rage and frenzy, but accompanied with so nmch charm of 
countenance {uid so tempered by an air of consciousness and agony, as to 
excite commisseration rather than horror. Several specimens may be seen 
in Worlidge's Gems. 

Could the Par then ian Goddess , 6ic. Juno is also sometimes called Parthenos, 
as well as Minerva; but the appellation seems more applicable to the latter 
Goddess on everv account. 



Sonnet KI^ 

Her song excelVd the Thravian nightbird^s warble. The people of Mount 
Libethrus in Thrace claimed the distinction of possessing the ashes of 
Orpheus^ and boabted that the Nightingales which built their nests near his 
tomb surpassed all others in the melody of their notes. 



\ 
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But like Aurora when her summer car 

Bore that hehted one to thefloatvng ule, 

Aurora carried Orion to the Island 

of Delos that she might there enjoy his company unobserved. 

Of these three Sonnets the rhythmical arrangement of the second only 

is strictly according to rule. 



There*t a green sunny isle on the depths of Lough- Mask, 
of Ireland. 



A Lake in the West 



In conclusion I think it proper to observe that I am solely answerable for 
whatever sentiments may be found in this volume. The Editor of the Lee 
Priory Press has been for some time on the Continent; and is now making the 
tour of Italy. Most of the contents therefore of this publication will be quite 
new to him, though it has of course been carried on with his knowledge and 
concurrence. I had hoped to be able to offer to that respected Friend and to 
the Subscribers to the Press something better, but it is easier to form good 
hopes, than to write good verses. 
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ARRANGEMENT AND LIST OF FIRST LINES; 



TO SERVE AS A DIRECTION TO THE BINDER. 



Half Title. 

Title. 

Preface. 

Spirit of Heaven, immortal Child. 

In vain tliy glorious voice they heard. 

Or if, when Pride so hif^h aspires. 

Oft from his couch of cloudy dreams. 

He knows thee by his panting breast. 

Daughter of Memory and Jove. 

And by that Cbi£ronean just. 

Goddess of the green retreats. 

Where the light and frolic fawn. 

I have found the young Gleaner, the Cherub 

of Morn. 
How sleeps the Squire who sinks to rest. 
Come away to the greenwood bowers. 
Who with me will wander? 
Poets loiter all their leisure. 
Throw back the locks redundant from those eyes. 
Who with bland voice repaid them, and, the 

while. 
O Thoa, of Genius Eldest-bom. 
We are bunting the Fairy all day long. 
Shame afflict thee. Slave of Riot. 
Reclined upon a bank of moss. 
She, with her treacherous smile serene. 
O W^ho, near the throne of the Mistress of Ocean. 
At the masque, or the sylvan fantastical s|H)rt. 
The Lion of the sacred bill. 
O fair is Matlock's rocky hill. 
The cottage of Monksdale looks gay with it^ 

roses. 
Health, and for e?er! e'en the Grave. 
'Tis now the hour the Wanderer strays. 
Where is thy glory, Sudeley? though thy wall. 



Now savage elders flourish in thy courts. 

Rrydges, the proud tear in thy dark eye swells. 

Yet why repine .^— no more the Lydian stream. 

Of brierN the earth, of clonds the heaven to clear. 

Time strikes his bell in Grandeur's halls. 

l-nbleM is Woman when ihe roves. 

From the win^ uf young lA)ve, as on roses he 
»lumber'd. 

Fair Land, when with her Cross, of yore, 
t O why is thy brow, yuun^ Knight. 
^ He merry, be merr)- in Clifton Halls. 
^'O Thou, the Maid divine. 
i Adieu, the pensire still retreat. 
s For not to him a sunny glade. 
\ Most in that magical recess. 
^ 'Tis softer yet to turn and mark. 
^ Far be from me such drearv bliss. 
\ Adieu, feir Lee, a gem of thii 



Boy! wouldst thou have thy suit prevail? 
I Though Vartrey lightly l>ounding goes. 
j When, passing greener vallies by. 
I E'en yet, amidst thy mellow gloom. 
> 'Tis said there is a blessed charm. 
I There is a pensive sweetness on her cheek. 
\ Beautiful Maniac of the locks enchanted. 
I Her form was like a Grace of Parian marble. 
^ Let us go to some place of rest, my Soul. 
""MThere the wild-daisy springs, there all fresh 
from his flight. 

There's a green sunny isle on the depths of 
Lough-Mask. 

When the stars shine out in the clear blue sky. 

Notes. 

Arrangement and List of First Lines. 

Errata. 
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ERRATA. 



Prrfare. Page 3. 
10. 
U. 



Lut line of Note for kim read the Printfr. 

First line of Note for good rcud merit. 

Fifth line dele commta after odt/ifioiu. 

Eighth line dele commM after irMr&« 

Line i of Stanza <j for cUmiUer read cUmt^. 
Maid that Icved the Moon. Line 9 of Stanza 14 dele the word fett, 
Cpipf ire Utm. Line 6 of Stanza 8 dele «fto $ tnphe after prhice*. 

dddrru to Wiidom. Line 6 of Stanza '2 for trmutxndamt read tnaueemdtmt. 
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